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modations. From morning till niglit I wandered
about the steep and rocky hills; the whole island,
I think, npt containing a single plain, or even
level road. Syra is too bleak and barren to be
beautiful, nor is the scale sufficient to impart to
its scenery a character of grandeur ; it is, how-
ever, in a high degree, picturesque, It consists
of many successive rough, lofty, and craggy
ridges, sprinkled at wide intervals witk trees,
chiefly ilex and olive, and divided from each
other by streams that breathe verdure over the
base of the narrow glens through which they
glide, and refresh the gardens with which, as
well as with wooden cottages, their banks are
bordered. Between these tawny ridges open
out in all directions magnificent sea-views, com-
prehending, each of them, a cluster of the Bgean
isles, which lie, like so many transformed sea-
nymphs, basking in the brightest of all suns,
and bathing in the bluest of all waters, Among
these islands are Delos, Pares, Antiparos, and
the Bacchic Naxos. Delightful it would have
been to have explored them, had that